"I think I've figured out a way," he intoned, sounding almost bored, or maybe reminiscing about the process that led up to it, "to erase the ability of the human species to feel happiness. Within a few generations."

She is naked, laying in a bathtub full of now room temperature water, headphones on and head listing to one side. She opens her eyes and stares at the line where the water meets the side of the tub. Neither a smile nor a grimace expresses itself on her petite lips.